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Then judge of my surprise, When there passed with warlike port
Those eighty dead men I had seen Stretched lifeless in the fort.
"There was no shadow of doubt,
I recognized each man, And as they passed a knowing grin
Across their features ran. I counted them, eighty told,
Who should haye been buried or burned, Who had shed the gore of an army corps
When the V. C. I had earned.
"' When did you get those men ?'
I asked a captain near. 4 A year ago,' he replied,
' They're the best of any here.' Eighty of my old ' Die Hards,'
Whom I trained to the soldier's trade, Who ought to be dead, were marching instead
The pick of the Hoppers' Brigade.
"A mystery here lay concealed,
Of which the friend of my youth, That ag6d Subahdar
Knew well, I was sure, the truth. I retraced my steps post haste,
And sent for the lion-heart old, And on pain of having his fat head broke,
I bade him the truth unfold.